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"May I go with him? I'd rather like to go with him, Dave. But
I won't if you don't want me to!" While a look, a little slower to
come, replied from Dave's ruddy face,. "Go, by all means, if you
want to, my dear; why not?"
"Hullo, Dave, are you going to lecture me, too?" drawled
Zoyland, as if he had noticed the presence of his brother-in-law
for the first time. "Tu Brute, Dave! Then Big Willy must really
behave himself and be polite to these solemn money-grubbers/''
"Dave will amuse you, William, while Philip and I get a
breath of air," said the girl cajolingly. "And mind I'll speak to
Nell about you, if you drink any more tonight! I'll be seeing her
at Tilly's party, if not before."
Dave obediently sat down by the man with the great beard. He
looked, as he did so, just as if he had been some sagacious young
clerk-in-holy-orders taking his seat at the dais by the side of an
angry Charlemagne.
"I like you, Dave Spear," said the Bastard, "your bloody Com-
munism is all poppycock, but I'm damned if you're not more
of a man than any of us here; and you can tell Nell I said so."
He stretched out his hand as he spoke, and laid it on Dave's knee,
while an effusion of melting German-student sentimentality made
his blue eyes moist.
"I think I'll adjourn, if you people don't mind," said Tom
Barter, addressing the whole company and making a little nod
with his head as he leaned his hand against the back of a chair.
"Philip can bear witness," he glanced furtively at his employer,
"that I've got a lot to do at the office tomorrow; so I think bed is
the place for me. Good-night, Mrs, Spear, you'll excuse me,
won't you?" He had isolated himself completely from the rest of
them by this time; not exactly by what he said but by the way he
looked at them. He might have been a Frenchman in that group,
instead of the descendant of a family of Methwold squires who
were landowners when the Crows were just Isle-of-EIy farmers.
Some visitor from Venus or Mars, interested in human social
differences, would have been puzzled to know what the real
psychic cause was of Barter's repeated humiliations. How could
such an one know that the sole and simple cause of it was the
manner in which, when a boy, he had been bullied at Greylands